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Hero.

Thy hair is wet,
And wet thy garment is.    Thou shiver'st, too.

Leander.

I shiver not from cold.   Heat shakes my frame.
(While still in the background, he is about to kneel down.')

Hero.

Not so!   Stay here, and rest a little while,
For soon thou must leave hence.   'Twas then my light,
The lamp, that gave direction thee and aim?
Thou warn'st me to conceal it in the future.

Leander.

0  do it not, O maiden,, do it not!

1 shall not come again if thou dost chide,
But thy lamp's glow, O that deny me not!
As sleepless I this night my couch deserted,
And stepping from my cabin's lowly door,
From darkness into vaster darkness peered,
There lay the sea before me and its coasts,
A carpet huge and black, an endless black,
A world of mourning, universal sorrow.

My soul partook of all the gathered wildness,

When lo! a sudden flash on the horizon,

A little star appeared, like a last hope.

Spun in a thousand threads, the glow illumed,

A golden net, the dark and dreary world.

It was thy light, this tower's shining lamp.

A mighty hope then swelled my beating heart,

That would no longer stay within its bounds;

I hastened to the shore, and plunged, and swam,

That light before my eye a steady guide.

And thus I came, and thus I reached this shore.

I shall not come again if angry thou,

But do not rob me of my star and hope,

Withdraw my consolation not, this light.

]ffero gently refuses, reminding Lean40?;ss,
